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Ken."Quay" Stacks 
Pueblo, CO 


Dear Mr. Veitch- 


In talk radio lingo | would be 
what they call "first time caller, 
long-time listener". | picked up 
The One way back in junior 
high and have followed your 
work ever since. I'm usually not 
one to write, but Rare Bit Fiends 
has really struck a chord with 
me. It's nice to know I'm not the 
only one having such screwy 
dreams. | thought you might en- 
joy reading the results of my 
own "nemo-dreamilepsy". 


DREAM I-BIG TIME BAKER. 


| was at a convention of some 
sort. | finally had the opportuni- 
ty to meet one of my favorite car- 
toonists, Kyle Baker. As | ap- 
proached the booth, | was shocked 
to see him in a slick Italian suit 
and fifty dollar haircut. He an- 
nounced to the crowd that he 
had decided to become " a posi- 
tive role model to today's black 
youth", ala Arsenio Hall. He 
then cracked some lame jokes 
and did that "Woof woof" arm 
thing. Dismay swept the crowd. 


DREAM II-HATEBALL HI-JINX 


| was goofing around in the 
front yard with Peter Bagge and 
Dan Clowes. Dan and | sat in 
the sun while Pete raced around 
like a young Jerry Lewis. "I can't 
stand it when he's like this!" ex- 
claimed Dan. Pete sprinted across 
the yard and grabbed the gar- 
den hose, cranking it up to full 
power. He raced for the porch, 
blasting water through my open 
door. "NO!" | screamed. "My 
first editions and limited prints!" 
(Apparently | am just as anal in 
dreams as in life.) | tackled Pete 
and jammed the hose in his 
mouth. Water proceeded to gush 
forth from every orivice in his 
body. Dan and | laughed with 
great gusto. 


DREAM IIl- A DIRTY PLOT 


While shopping in the local 
downtown district, | ran across 
Julie Doucet. It turned out she 
was a divorced 45-year-old 
housewife who had just under- 
gone a double mastectomy. 
She was out browsing for, uh, 
“fake breasts", for lack of a bet- 
ter term. She insisted that | go 
with her and squeeze each one, 
much in the way you choose 
fruit at the grocery. Yeesh! 


DREAM IV- A QUAY IN A 
QUANDARY 


| was at the local comic shop, 
picking up my weekly fix. Mar- 
tin Mull was there with his wife. 
He would pick up a comic, 
make an extremely rude joke 
about it, set it down and move 
on to another comic. | said 
"Man, it must take you a long 
time to buy your comics!" His 
wife began to laugh, but he was 
obviously cheesed. "I'm sorry-" | 
said. "I didn't mean to interrupt 
you comedic moment." | began 
to walk away. He said "No, no, 
I'm sorry. Here!" He pulled an 
autographed copy of Iron Man 
off the wall. It was signed by 
Marvel and DC inkstud Brett 
Breeding. He rubbed the signa- 
ture off and asked me my name. 
"Ken." | said. "Ken, huh? You 
know, in France they would call 
you 'Qauy'!" He proceeded to 
write "To Quay- Best Wishes- 
Martin Mull". When | woke that 
morning, | looked up "quay". It 
is French, but it means "a perma- 
nent masonry wharf". Oh well. 
kK 


So anyway, there's a couple a 
weird ones for you. Keep up the 
great work. I've really enjoyed 
the book. One last thing- how do 
you pronounce Veitch? Does it 
sound like reach or retch? Neither? 
Just wondering. Take care, pal! 


Mike Rice 

W. Lafayette, Ind. 

Rick, 

| sleep in the top bunk of my 
beds. | don't know the time, but 
it's dark when | wake. Stars 
shine through my window, and 
near the horizon something is 
strange. Four stars are vividly 
colored and close together like 
corners of a small square. Like 
bright neon dots of red, green, 
blue, and yellow. | notice the 
colored lights are moving, the 
square they describe becoming 
larger, and each light appear- 
ing bigger. | notice each light is 
made of four lights, in the same 
formation. When the blue, green, 
and yellow lights zip out of sight 
in three different directions, | 
throw on my clothes and run out 
into the field to watch the re- 
maining red lights. 

By the time the four red lights 
have distinguishable shapes three 
of them take off in different di- 
rections, but the last light keeps 
getting larger. It's a flying sav- 
cer! It makes no sound, but a 
wind picks up as it settles to the 
ground a hundred feet away. | 
run back into the house to grab 
a pen & paper to sketch the 
ship. | can't see through the 
round windows and no one 
comes out of the vessel. Before | 
finish drawing it begins to rotate 
and glow stronger than ever. 
With amazing speed, it rises 
straight up, reuniting first with 
it's like colored counterparts, 
then with all the others, witch 
hold formation as they depart. 


| feel a strange calm as | return 
inside. Laying the sketch under 
my clothes on the bottom bunk, | 
climb back into bed and return 
to sleep. It is gone when morn- 
ing comes and my _ brother 
swears he's not taken anything 
out of my room. Years later | 
convince myself | must have 


been the victim of a clever 
dream. 


P.S. This was late 50's- early 
60's, but memory is very vivid. | 
am currently forty-four years old. 


John Simon Coppersmith 

Roarin' Rick, 

Without jumping into my person- 
al psychological hang-ups and 
obsessive behaviors, let me say 
that | swore off comics two years 
ago, and, with the exception of 
maybe five or six individual is- 
sues since then, | have not re- 
turned to that particular four- 
color well. | am quite happy 
without them in my lifethat is, | 
was happy without them until | 
heard about Rare Bit Fiends. 
What an idea you've hit upon! 
Instead of re-creating stale mate- 
rial from warmed-over, deriva- 
tive, pajama-clad fantasies, you've 
crammed a tap straight into the 
human psyche. In 1995 this is 
new-capital N, capital E, capital 
W-despite your hesitance to de- 
clare it so. Every great civiliza- 
tion is built upon the ruins of a 
former great civilization. This fact 
does not. exclude the latter from 
admitting its own greatness. | 
congratulate you. | read every is- 
sue and feel not the slightest 
tremor of guilt. 


So, | wanted to pass along this 
dope, and it's good stuff. (De- 
spite the fact that it's not specifi- 
cally dream related, | feel my 
soonto-be-imparted info has, 
nonetheless, found a right and 
proper home here.) | read about 
this several years ago in a book 
by Maxine Hong Kingston titled 
Tripmaster Monkey. To wit: Turn 
on your television, but leave the 
volume completely off or at a 
pleasingly numbing level, what 
ever suits you, and then turn the 
channel to one where no station 
broadcasts. (You need a televi- 
sion which does not black out 
these channels.) Make sure that 
the channel you select is clean: 
that is, there is no small bleed 
from a neighboring frequency. 
Now, sit close enough to the 


screen that you won't be dis- 
turbed by peripheral events but 
not so close that you stress your 
eyes. Relax and let your imagi- 
nation wander. The effect is not 
unlike that of finding a picture in 
those 3D pictures lining every 
cheap gift shop of every mall in 
the world. Within a few sec- 
onds, patterns should emerge 
from the constantly _ shifting 
snow. Myself, | usually first see 
cavorting geometric shapes, fol- 
lowed by gradually more intri- 
cate vistas. Sometimes, if my con- 
centration remains undisturbed 
for longer periods, objects such 
as human figures emerge and 
the effect becomes something of 
a waking dream. | have never 
attempted to control these vi- 
sions: Just as the surest way to 
get downstream is to let the wa- 
ter carry one, | believe that the 
only true way of examining my 
unseen psyche is to let it provide 
me with pictures, rather than for 
me to dictate them. 


| urge you to try this experiment 
sometime. It is easier to perform 
when alone, for two reasons: 1) 
There is less to disturb you, and 
2) no one will laugh at you. 
Non-disturbance is very impor- 
tant to the process, as even 
blinking your eyes will tend to 
disrupt the images. 


Yeehah! Super shortened LITTLE 
OMENS this month, thanks to 
AL DAVISON's outrageous nine 
pager, MONOLITH WAIFS, 
coming in out of the blue. Al's a 
great cartoonist, with the chops 
to be a mainstream workhorse 
(see his VERTIGO one-shot, 
TAINTED, written by JAIMIE DEL- 
ANO). But, more importantly, 
there's a true consumate artist at 
work (and play) in his real stuff, 
most notably THE SPIRAL CAGE 
and THE MINOTAUR'S TALE, 
graphic novels inspired by Al's 
birthright: a severe case of spi- 
na bifada. MONOLITH WAIFS 
explores this same unsettling 
psychological territory by re- 
playing the recurring nightmare 
of a child forced to become way 


too familiar with operating ta- 
bles and scar tissue. The art 
boards were done in '24 Hour 
Comic' style, and provide the 
kind of immediate eyeball slic- 
ing imaging that only a zen mas- 
ter like Al can pull off. If you dig 
exploring the world of Art Com- 
ics, you're going to want to 
track down Al Davison's THE 
SPIRAL CAGE (Titan Books 
1990) and THE MINOTAUR'S 
TALE (Gollanz 1992). 


I've done an ad swap with TEK- 
NO-COMIX to promote the 
mainstream comic | write for 
them. It's called THE TEKNO- 
PHAGE, and is part of a NEIL 
GAIMAN universe of titles in the 
process of being mega-marketed 
everywhere. The good news is: 
THE TEKNOPHAGE is actually 
going to be a pretty cool comic! 
I've written it as a vicious satire 
of the dark side of Capitalism. 
BRYAN TALBOT is bringing the 
‘Victorious Age' of our villainous 
plutocrat to exquisitely horrific 
life and ANGUS McKIE has blown 
everyone away with his abso- 
lutely outrageous computer col- 
oring. ED POLGARDY is fantas- 
tic on the editorial end, 
insulating me from the escalat- 
ing levels of madness that seem 
to surround any big start-up op- 
eration like TEKNO. For running 
their ad here, | get one of my 
own in an upcoming issue of 
THE TEKNOPHAGE, which will 
hopefully bring in new readers 
to RARE BIT FIENDS. Special 
thanks to LARRY BOGAD for 
helping organize this litle cor- 
porate ying/yang! 

NEXT ISSUE: Here comes the 
curve-ball, dream-fans! POCKET 
UNIVERSE goes on hold for a 
SPECIAL ISSUE which can only 
be called UNDERSTANDING 
RARE BIT FIENDS! If you've fol- 
lowed me this far, and you've 
got questions about the history, 
science and magic of dreaming 
(not to mention how it all per- 
tains to the dream comics of 
yours truly) then this is the one 
that's going to bring it all back 
home! See you in thirty! 


Rick Veitch 
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